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A FamiILiAaR LETTER of RHIMEs to a 
LADY. 





ES I could rifle grove and bow’r 
Y And ftrip the beds of every flow’r, 
And deck them in their faireft hue, 
Merely to be out-blufh’d by you. 
The lily pale, by my direction, 
Should fight the rofe for your complexion ; 
Or I could make up {weeteft pofies, 
Fit fragrance for the ladies’ nofes, 
Which drooping, on your breait reclining, 
Should all be withering, dying, pining, 
Which every fongfter can difplay, 
I’ve more authorities than Gay ; 
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Nay, [ could teach the globe its duty 
To pay all homage to your beauty, 
And, wit’s creative pow’r to fhow, 
The. very fire fhould mix with fnew ; 
Your eves, that brandifh burning darts 
To feorch and finge our tinder hearts, 
Should be the /amps for lover’s ruin, 
And light them to their own undoing ; 
While all the /zsw about your breaft 
Should leave them hopelefs and diftreft. 


For thofe who rarely foar above 
The art of coupling Lve and dove, 
Tn their conceits and amorous fictions, 
Are mighty fond of contradictions. 
Above, in air; in earth, beneath ; 
And things that do, or do not breathe, 
All have their parts, and feparate place, 
‘To paint the fair one’s various grace. 


Her check, her eye, her bofom fhow 
The rofe, the jily, diamond, tnow. 
Jet, milk, and amber, vales and mountains, 
Stars, rubies, funs, and mofly fountains, 
The poet gives them all a fhare 
In the defeription of his fair. 
She burns, the chills, fhe pierces hearts, 
With locks, and bolts, and fames, and darts. 
And could we truit th’ extravagancy 
Of every poet’s youthful fancy, 
They'd make each nymph they love fo well, 
As cold as {now, as bot as 





O gentle lady, fpare your fright, 

No horrid rhime fhall wound your fight. 

I would not for the world be heard, 

Yo utter fuch anfeem/y word, 

| Which 
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Which the politer parfon fears 
Vo mention to politer ears. 


But, could a female form be fhown, 
(The thought, perhaps, is not my own) 
Where every circumttance fhould meet 
‘To make the poet’s nymph compleat, 
Form’d to his fancy’s utmoft pitch, 

She’d be as ugly as a witch. 


Come then, O mufe, of trim conceit, 
Mufe, always fine, but never neat, 
Who to the dull unfated ear 
Of French or Tufcan SONNETEER, 
Tak’ {ft up the fame unvaried tone, 
Like the Scotch bagpipe’s favourite drone, 
Squeezing out thoughts in ditties quaint, 
To poet’s miftrefs, whore, or faint ; 
Whether thou dwell’it on every grace, 
Which lights the world from Laura’s face, 
Or amorous praife expatiates wide 
On beauties which the nymph mutt hide ; 
For wit affected, loves to fhow 
Her every charm from top to toe, 
And wahton fancy oft purfues 
Minute defcription from the mufe, 
Come and pourtray, with pencil fine, 
The poet’s mortal nymph divine. 


Her golden \ocks of claffic hair, 
Are zets to catch the wanton air; 
Her forehead zvory, and her eyes 
Each a bright /u to light the fkies, 
Orb’d in whofe centre, Cupid aims 
His darts, protect us! tipt with flames, 
While the fly god’s unerring bow 
Is the half circle of her brow. 


Gg2 Each 
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Each lip a rudy, parting, fhews 

‘The precious pearl in even rows, 

And all the loves and graces fleek 
Bathe in the dimples of her cheef. 

Her brea/ts pure fuow, or white as mult, 
Are ivery apples, fimooth as filk, 

Or elfe, as fancy trips on fafter, 

Fine marble hills or alabefter. 





A figure made of wax wou'd pleafe 
More than an aggregate of thefe, 
Which though they are of precious worth, 
And held in great eftcem on earth, 
What are they, rightly underftood, 
Compared to real flefh and blood? 


And I, who hate to aét by rules 
Of whining, rhiming, loving fools, 
Can never twift my mind about 
To find fuch ftrange refemblance out, 
And fimile that’s only fit 
‘To fhew my plenteous lack of wit. 
‘Therefore, omitting flames and darts, 
Wounds, fighs and tears, and bleeding hearts, 
Obeying, what I here declare, 
Makes half my happinefs, the Fair, 
The favourite fubjeét I purfue, 
And write, as who would not, for you. 


Perhaps my mufe, a common curfe, 
Errs in the manner of her verfe, 
Which, flouching in the doggrel way, 
Goes tittup all her eafy way. 
Yes an Acroftic had been better, 
Where each goed-natured prattling letter, 
Though it conceal the writer’s aim, 
Tells all the world his lady’s name. 
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But all Acroflics, it is faid, 
Shew wond’rous pain of empty head, 
Where wit is cramp’d in hard confines, 
And fancy dare not jump the lines. 


I tove a fanciful diforder, 
And ftraggling out of rule and order ; 
Impute not then to vacant head, 
Or what I’ve writ, or what I’ve faid, 
Which imputation can’t be true, 
Where head and heart’s fo full of you. 


Like TrisTRUM SHANDY, I could write 
From morn to noon, from noon to night, 
Sometimes obfcure, and fometimes leaning 
A little fideways to a meaning, 

And unfatigu’d myfelf, purfue 

This civil mode of teazing you. 

For as your folks who love the dwelling 
On circumftance in ftory telling, 

And to give each relation grace, 
Defcribe the time, the folks, the place, 
And are religioufly exact 

To point out each unmeaning fact, 
Repeat their wonders undefired, 

Nor think one hearer can be tired 5 

So they who take a method worfe, 
And profe away, like me, in vere, 
Worry their miftrefs, friends or betters, 
With fatire, fonnett, ode, or letters, 
And think the knack of pleafing follows 
Each jingling pupil of APOLLO’s, 
— Yet let it be a venial crime 

‘That I addrefs you thus in rhime. 

Nor think that I am Phebus’ bit 

By the Zarantula of wit, 

But as the meaneft critic knows 


All females haye a knack at profe, 
And 
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And letters are the mode of writing 
The ladies take the moft delight in; 
Bold is the man, whofe faucy aim 
Leads him to form a rival claim; 

A double death the victim dies, 
Wounded by wit as well as eyes. 


—— With mine difgrace a lady’s profe, 
And put a nettle next a rofe? 
Who would, fo long as tafte prevails, 
Compare St. ‘fames’s with Ver/ailles ? 
The nightingale, as ftory goes, 
Fam’d for the mufic of his woes, 
In vain againft the artift try’d, 


But firain’d his tuneful throat and died, 





Perhaps I fought the rhiming way, 
For reafons which have powerful fway. 
The fwain, no doubt, with pleafure fues 
The nymph he’s fure will not refufe, 
And more compaffion may be found 
Amongtft thefe goddefles of found, 
Than always happens to the fhare 
Of the more cruel human fair ; 

Who love to fix their lovers pains, 
Pleas’d with the rattling of their chains, 
Rejoycing in their fervant’s grief, 

As ’twere a fin to give relief. 

They twift each eafy fool about, 

Nor let them in, nor let them out, 

But keep them twirling on the fire 

Of apprehenfion and defire, 

As cock-chafers, with corking pin 

The fchool-boy ftabs, to make them fpin. 


For ’tis a maxim in love’s fchool, 
‘To make a man of fenfe a fool ; 


I mean 
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I mean the man, who loves indeed, 
And hopes and withes to fucceed ; 

But from his fear and apprehenfion, 
Which always mars his beift intention, 
Can ne’er addrefs with proper eafe 


The very perfon he would pleafe. 


Now poets, wlien thefe nymphs refufe, 
Strait go a courting to the mufe. 
But ftill fome difference we find 
T wixt goddefles and human kind ; 
The mufes’ favours are ideal, 
The ladies’ fcarce, but always real. 
The poet can, with little pain, 
Create a miftrefs in his brain, 
Heap each attraction, every grace 
That fhould adorn the mind or face, 
On Delia, Phyilis, with a {core 
Of Phylliffes and Delia’s more. 
Or as the whim of paffion burns, 
Can court each frolic mufe by turns 3 
Nor fhall one word of blame be faid, 
Altho’ he take them all to bed. 
The mufe detefts coquettry’s guilt, 
Nor apes the manners of a jilt. 


Jilt ! O difhoneft hateful name, 
Your fex’s pride, your fex’s fhame, 
Which often bait their treacherous hook 
With fmile endearing, winning look, 
And wind them in the eafy heart 
Of man, with moft enfnaring art, 
Only to torture and betray 
‘The wretch they mean to caft away. 
No doubt ’tis charming pleafant angling 
To fee the poor fond creatures dangling, 


Who 
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Who rufh like gudgeons to the bait, 

And gorge the mifchief they fhould hate, 
Yet fure fuch cruelties deface 

Your virtues of their faireft grace: 

And pity, which in woman’s breaft, 
Should fwim at top of all the reft, 

Mutt fuch infidious fport condemn, 
Which play to you, is death to them. 


So have I often read or heard, 
Though both upon a trav’llers word, 
(Authority may pafs it down, 
So, vide TRAVELS, by Ep. Brown) 
At Merz, a dreadful engine ftands, 
Form’d like a maid, with folded hands, 
Which finely dreft, with primmeft grace, 
Receives the culprit’s firft embrace ; 
But at the fecond (difmal wonder ') 
Unfolds, clafps, cuts his heart afunder. 


- You'll fay, perhaps, I love to rail, 
We’ll end the matter with a tale. 


A Robin once, who Jov’d to ftray, 
And hop about from (pray to fpray, 
Familiar as the folks were kind, 
Nor thought of mifchief in his mind, 
Slight favours make the bold prefume, 
W ould flutter round the lady’s room, 
And carelefs often take his ftand 
Upon the lovely Flavia’s hand. 
The nymph, ’tis faid, his freedom fought, 
In fhort, the trifling fool was caught; 
And happy in the fair one’s grace, 
Would not accept an Eagle’s place. 
And while the nymph was kind as fair, 
With’d not to gain his native air. 





But 
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But thought he bargain’d to his coft, 
To gain the liberty he loft. 


Till at the laft, a fop was feen, 
A parrot drefs’d in red ‘and greeh, 
Who could not boaft one genuine ndte, 
But chatter’d; {wore and ly’d by rote. 
<< Nonfenfe and noife will oft prevail, 
«< When honour and affeétion fail.” 
The lady lik’d her foreign gueft, 
For novelty will pleafe the beft ; 
And whether it is lace, or fan; 
Or filk, or china, bird or man, | 
None fure can think it wrong, or ftrange; 
That ladies fhould admire a change. 
‘The Parret now came into play, 
The Robin! he had had his day, 
But could not brook the nymph’s difdain, 
So fled —— and ne’er came back again. 








oO. 





The SCHOOL for WOMEN. 


{ Continued from our laf. } 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
An Apartment in Laura’s Dreffing-roem. 
Enter Laura and Lifetta. 
LAURA. 

: OME, prithee, child, let’s have done with this 

A drefling, away with the toilet, for it begins to 
grow fatiguing, 2 

Vor. I. Hh LISETTA. 
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BtseT TA 
How can I poffibly have done, if your ladyfhip is 
finging all the time? 
LAUR A. 


Well! and what would you have me do? fir George 
has fent me fome charming words, fet to the prettieft 
tune in the world. Oh, I will abfoluely learn it againtt 
he comes; it is his compoiition, and deferves that 
aticntion. ) 


[Szngs.] In the ways of love myfterious, 


Don’t you think fir George is mighty agreeable ? 
L2senrT a. 


Oh, yes, madam, but why don’t you tell me at 
once that you are in love with him It would be al! 
one, fince I muft know it. 





LAURA. 

Not fo faft, Lifeita ; I diftinguith him from the herd, 
and that is all. He has a foftnefs of manners, a chear- 
fulnefs of difpofition, an eafy and agreeable addrefs, 
and- many winning ways to captivate a heart. I think 
him the prettieft fellow in the world, and really, if 
ever I fhould play the fool and marry, I fhould with 
to find-all the ‘qualities in my conqueror, which are to 
be found in fir George. 


Lise Tt T A. 

If your ladyfhip pleafes, not fo faft too. Sir George 
has a defire, and makes it his aim to pleafe; to that, 
perhaps, all his good qualities are reducible. You have 
not known him long-enough, to be certain, whether 
all this merit is intrinfic and his own. Don’t you 
know, madam, that men are always charming, when 








they take it.into their head to appear fo but how 
long does that laft? The time which is neceflary to 
deceive 
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deceive us So .that —— but Why, mad:m, 
-what I :have.been faying is of mose confequence:than 
your fong, and yet you don’t attend, 











eam jings.] Inthe ways of Love myflerious, 
-- You wou’d real blifs attain. 


i Looking en ithe gla/t.} ‘Upon my word, child, you 
have faid-a-gneat: many pretty things, but as lam 
acquainted wath them: a great deal better than you’; and 
as.i do not know this fong, that claims the preference 
in my attention ; 











Smooth the browand wrinkle ferious, 
Love,-and de belov’d again. 


_[Rifes.] I, made a vaft many reflexions this morning, 
Lifetta. They would really have given me the vapours, ‘ 
poffible. [Szts down on n a fopha, and fings the following air: 





-~ Mut our iiberty be loft, ) 
When there’s nothing {weet without it, - ~ 
Still be cruel tos our Colt, 
-°> “But totdke:a fufs about it? 





Happy in our. beauty’s reign, 
| To be:fatter’d and be vain. 
JOY IIe ih rereiee to her toilets 





| 1s ET. T 
And prays madam, may one know the refult. of your 
Jadyfhip’s reflexions ? 
| L AURA. , 
| Lifetta, 1 think I have. fome inclination towards 
matrimony. 














4 I SET 7 A. 
O heavens ! ! are you weary ve being happy? ? ; 
/ Hh 2 LAURA, 


i 
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LAURA. 

Happy! Why, am I? Yes, to be fure, ‘in many 
refpects ; but does my conduét, honourable and jufti- 
fiable as it is, perfuade me to enjoy an entire unfullied 
reputation? The public opinion, Lifetta, is fomething. 
Thefe men now, who come to pay their court to me, 
merely for their amufement, have not they the air of 
pretending to my heart? How dol know how far 
thofe, who only know me by name, may mifconftrue 
my love of liberty, while thofe indeed, who vifit me, 
defpife me, perhaps, moft refpectfully, and entertain 
the falfe idea, that one of them is more happy than all 
the refit ? 

LISETTA. 
_ Thefe are melancholy reflexions, upon my word, 
but to deftroy them with one word, when a hufband 


fhall claim a property in you, will you never fee any 
body elfe? 


LAURA. 


Oh, Lifetta, I love the world, and marriage will 
never alter my tafte, 

L187 T & 

Ah, madam, people will fay the fame things then, 
you feem fo apprenfive of now; and you will have 
gained nothing by the bargain, but the difagreeable 
neceffity of giving an account of yourfelf to a mafter, 
who may, whenever he pleafes, facrifice you to a fcan~ 
dalous ftory, or falfe reprefentation. 


LAURA. 


You have fet me quite at reft, Lifette. I don’t nee 
any more about it. 


LISETT A. 


Not think about it? Oh, madam, you deceive 
yourfelf. 
LAURA. 
Deceive myfelf! How ? 
LISETTA. 















































Fo DECEMBER, 176% aq 


: LISETT A. 

Yes, I would venture a wager, when this idea of 
marrying came fo fuddenly into your head, you thought 
of fir Grorge. : 

 PAURA. 

Very good. You wauld perfuade me that I’m in 
love with him. 

LISETTA. 


I can’t tell —— but you take a great deal of pains to 


appear amiable to him, and that is certainly one of the 
moft fincere declarations of love, 


LAURA. 


Again — really, Lifetta,: you go extravagant lengths. 
No more of your ridiculous ftuff —come fing the dtatian 
duet I taught you. 


Lis ET T A. 


Ftalian ! that’s the grand fpecific to all your ladythip’s 
vapours. 


s C ENE II. 


Enter a Footboy, dreffe d as a Huffar. 
BQ ¥. 


Lhs o4f 


with you in private 
LBISETT A.. 
What, has the lady no name? 
BO Y. 
Moft likely fhe has, but fhe would not tell it me. 


LAURA. 
What fort of a perfon is fhe? 


BO Y. 


She is not quite fo handfome as your Jadyfhip, but 
not far behind, But the is a lady of fafhion, for fhe 


came 
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came out of a handfome chariot, which is to call for hey 
again. 
LAUR A. 
Shew her up. 
LA SEITAWA. 


Bat your head-drefs, madam. 
LAURA, 
Pll know this lady’s bufinefs, and finifh that af. 
terwards, a. 


$s C E N E — Wil, 


Enter Mexrissa, LAuRA, LISETTA. 
MELISS A. 


Madam, I am not known to you, but your reputa- 
tion, and a very particular reafon of a perfonal nature, 
have made me determine to hazard this vifit ; and I hope 


your politenefs will excufe the unfeafonable interrup- 
tion 





LAURA, 

Vifits, madam, from perfons like you, can never be 
unteafonable, but always confer an honour on thofe 
they are made to. Can I have the happinefs of ferving 
you in any thing? | | . 

MELISSA, 


Yes, madam, and moft cflentially ferving me, in an, 
affair, in which the quiet of my whole life depends. 
1 come to you, to confult you on the means of pro- 
curing it, to you, madam, who are the only perfon in 
whofe power it is, by your good advice, to do me that 
iervice, 

LAUR A. 

In that cafe, madam, as far as it depends on me, 

you finall be perfectly fatisfy’d, 


LISETTA, 
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LiIseET T.a. [Reaching two chairs.] 
- What do you think of this introduction, madam ? 
LAURA. 





J am already interefted This lady has prejudiced 
me in her favour, and to remove all uneafinefs from hers 
I defire you will leave us.—-Madam, pray be feated. 
Lifetta, leave us. . 





Ss © & NE IV. 


Enter MeEwis3a and LAuRA. 


MELISS A. 


No doubt, madam, but I hazard the making myfelf 
appear very ridiculous, in recounting my particular un- 
eafinefs. I have a hufband, by whom I had the happi- 
nefs of being lov’d, as much as heart could wifh. For 
thefe two maiaiin paft, I find in him only fafhionable 
complaifance, the diftant ceremonies, civilities of 
friendfhip, which can hardly be called the Jaft ruins of 
love. The juftnefs of my reproaches, and my infepa- 
rable affection te him, far from reclaiming, do but 
eftrange him the more from me, and.I have the daily 
unhappinely to find, that his indifference makes'no al- 
teration in aly tendernefs. 


LAURA. 


And your hufband, madam, has an attachment elfe~ 
where, then? 
MELI SS A. 
Alas, madam, I have but too much reafon to fear fo, 
LAUR A. 
So much the better for you, madam. 


MEL-IS S A. 


How ? 
LAURA. 
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LAURA, 


Yes, madam, fo much the better. It will advance 
your purpofe the more eafily. Had he left you without 
having any love, any attachment abroad, his heart; 
from an habitude of thinking, would become incapable 
of that return you fo much defire. A wild, and per- 
haps low diffipation, might have ftifled every principle 
of tendernefs—There is no returning from that ftate, 
and you would then have the mortification of feeing 
yourfelf abandon’d for nothing. Whereas now he is 
engae’d with fome other object, ’tis but 4 momentary 
preference, to which he cannot facrifice you for any 
long time, and it is your part to manage in fuch a man- 
ner, that it may be us fhort as pofhible. 


MELISSA. 
Ah, madam, you have already fatisfy’d me in a 
point which has caufed me much unhappihefs. 


| | LAUR A. | 

The confidence you repofe in me, whatever idea 
youl may conceive of me, madam, interefts me fo much 
in your behalf, that I cannot help telling you fincerely 
all I have to fay upon the fubject. A heart that loves 
virtuoufly, always draws along with it a real efteem. 
Tis from this opinion, madam, fince you defire it, 
that I am ready to communicate all my thoughts to 
you, with the few reflexions I have made. 


MELISSA, 
| I have great need of them, madam, for though I 
have been married thefe two years, I have very little 
ftudy’d that leffon, fo neceffary to be learnt in the world, 
to make the beft advantage of the fituation we are in. 
I have always let my heart act without the guidance 
of reafon. This it is, which perhaps at this time makes 


me a victim to a fenfibility which I canhot get the 
better of. 


LAURA, 
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LAUR Ae 


That fenfibility ought to render you adorable in the 
eyes of a hufband, if men were more perfect than they 
really are. But that is not fufiicient, and fuch is the 
imperfection of their nature, that we mult have recourfe 
to art to pleafe them, Nature is too fimple tor hearts, 
which, from a weaknefs, loves variety, even in happi- 
nefs itfelf. 1 would wager, that the object which 
has ftole the heart of your hufband from you, without 
having all your good qualities, nay not even equalling 
you in beauty, has engaged him by fome art you have 
not learnt, or neglected to employ. 





M ELIS S A. 
But 








it may be 


LAURA. 
Do you know this perfon who has wrong’d you ? 


MELISS § A. 


Oh yes, madam, and the graces, both of her nerfon 
and mind, are the fubject of all my fears. 


LAURA. 
Is fhe fo formidable ? What kind of woman is fhe ? 
MELISSA, 


She has been defcrib’d to me as a moft charming 
perfon, whofe happy talents embellifh the gaiety of her 
difpofition. I thought the pourtrait flatter’d her, and I 
had the curiofity to fee my rwal; far from finding her 
inferior to the commendation, I had the mortification to 
find qualities in her {till more to be valued. An open 
and generous carriage, a mind enlighten’d with a moft | 
excellent undertanding, a foul full of generofity ; and, 
in fhort, every thing that could make me defpair of re- 
covering the heart I am in fearch after. Ah, madam, 
1 fee but too well my misfortuncs have no remedy. 


VoL. I. I i LAURA; 
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LAURA. | 

That’s a ftrange idea, madam; I am of a very dif- 
ferent opinion. You have every advantage requilite to 
force from any rival, or at leaft difpute, a heart which 
you perfue. But it is plain you do not make ufe of 
them. Attack him with the fame weapons, employ 
the fame mayic; and fo far from her having the 
afcendant over you, you will have one thing greatly 
above her, the power of virtue, which will weigh down 
the fcale at once, tho’ fhe were equal in every other 
point. You would be much amaz’d, if, inftead of 
blaming your hufband for his inconftancy, I fhould 
prove that you yourfelf are the caufe of it. 


MELIS §S A. 


[ have examin’d myfelf, madam, I can reproach 
myfelf with nothing, and my conduct is above fufpicion. 


L AUR A, 


*Tis not your virtue that I mean, ’tis to your want 
of art and addrefs | attribute it; a fault which has 
been the bane of many women of the firft merit. 


MELISSA. 
Go on, madam, | attend with pleafure. 


LAURA, 

Tis lefs dificult, madam, to gain a heart, than to 
preferve it, A woman thinks fhe has nothing to do 
but to be affectionate, foft, eafy, and faithful. So far, 
indeed, fhe is right, thefe qualities ought to be the 
foundation of her character, they will not fail to gain 
her efteem in the world ; but it is not foin our manners, 
if fhe defires to fx the heart of her hufband, fhe muft 
have addrefs, a little management, a {pirited gayety on 
occalion, intermixed with a little humour and caprice. 

MELISSA. 

Madam, you are, I believe, in the right, but how is 

that to be acquired, when one naturally 





LAURA. 
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L AUR A. 


Get the better of your difpofition, mafter your bias, 
quit that mournful plaintive tone, which makes your 
hufband defirous of looking abroad for chearfulnefs. 
Make your own houfe agreeable to him, your company 
amuling, caft variety into your method of pleafing, try 
to be in his eyes many women at once, and multiply, 
if I may fo fay, rather than annihilate yourfelf in the 
heart of the man you love. 


MELIS §S A. 


You have given me excellent advice on many things, 
and I plainly perceive the confequence a woman may 
draw from them; but, madam, the praétice will be 
difficult ; and if, together with your juft theory, I could 
fee any ftriking example before my eyes of the art, 
both you | think fo neceflary, I might then 


LAURA. [Rifes.] 
I beg pardon, madam, I hear a coach at the door, 


Perhaps you would not chufe to be known. [’ll enquire 
if it is to me. 





MELISS Ae 


How obliging is your attention ! 


SC EN E V. 


LAURA. 
See who that is, Li/etta. 
LISETTA. 
’Tis fir George Carele/s, madam. 
LAURA. 


What do you propofe to do, madam ? ’tis a gentle- 
man who often does me the favour of a vilit; agen- 
tleman of very agreeable qualifications. 


li 2 MELISSA. 
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MELI S § A. 


Dear madam He may perhaps know 
fhould be in the utmoft diftraction, if any one 
don’t know 





and I 
[ 











LAUR A. 


A thought has immediately come acrofs me, may 
prove ferviceable to you. You fay you would be glad 
to have an example join’d to the theory I have laid 
down. ‘This vitit of tir George’s is directly your affair. 
He has fome pretenfions to my heart; as I believe his 
views are honourable, [I cannot fay I am difpleafed 
with him ; but I treat him in fuch a manner, as not to 
cure him too foon. Retire into that clofet, madam, 
where you may hear all, and draw fome profit from the 
method | fhail perfue in my behaviour to him. 


MELISSA, 
Nothing can be better imagin’d, I'll promife you, [ 
will not lofe a fingle word of the converfation. 


L AUR A. 


Your juft complaints, madam, have put me out of 
humour with every thing that bears any relation to a 
hufband. He fhall immediately pay for the behaviour 
of your’s, and I hepe from this example, you will have 
refolution hereafter to work a correction yourfelf. 
Oh, here he is, Lifetta, conduct the lady. 





MELISS A. 
I am forry you fhould trouble yourfelf fo on my 
account. 
LAURA. 
Let me proceed, madam, and do you endeavour to 


profit by it. I fancy I know better what is neceflary in 
ehis cafe, than you do. 


SCENE 
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S CE N E VI. 


Enter Laura and Sir GEORGE. 
Laura. [4¢ her toilet, adjufiing her hair.] 


Oh, fir, are you come? I am extremely glad to fee 
you. The key of your box is I find not to be 
obtained. 





SIR GEORGE, 


I have done myfelf the pleafure of bringing it with 


mec. 
LAUR Ae. 


Done yourfelf the pleafure of bringing a key, that 
is indeed creating a pleafure in every thing. But is 
this an hour to go to a new opera? 





SIR GEORGE. 


°Tis but half an hour after five, and you never go 
till fix. 
LAURA. 


True, fir, but I hada mind to go precifely at the 
time this evening. 
SIR GEORGE. 
And in order to be ready, the bufinefs of the toilet is 
not yet difpatched. 


LAUR A. 


By that ironical tone, fir George, you would infinuate, 
I fuppofe, that I want common fenfe. 


SIR GEORGE. 
What an idea, my charming Laura, can any one 
have a better conviction of your’s, than I have? 
LAUR A. 


And why fhould your proof, your knowledge in that 
refpect, be fuperior to any others? Have I underftanding 
| only 
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only for you? or do you think yourfelf the only perfon 
capable of forming that judgment ? 
SIR GEORGE, 

Nor one, nor t’other, madam; but I am fure no one 
is fo interefted as 1 am, and ’tis that which makes me 
diftinguifh your good qualities better than any other 
perfon. 


LAURA. 

Oh, mighty well! this compliment ftands you in 
ereat ftead. Men are moft admirable things, they 
throw out a pretty turn of epigrammatical wit upon us, 
and think every thing is accommodated with great eafe, 
and we are mightily content. Sir, pray keep your com- 
pliment for a better occafion, and your box for fome 
other day. 

SIR GEORGE. 
Then you don’t go to the opera, madam ! 


« f \ U R A 7 





Why not, fir, is there no other box but your's! 
{ can have the baron’s, who, more obfervant than you, 
fent to offer it me this morning. 
SIR GEORGE. 
And you have accepted it, madam ? 
LAURA. 
Why not ? 
SIR GEORGE, 
Only the baron is a happy man, madam; could I 
have imagin’d you had any doubt of my punctuality, 


you fhould have had the key of my box yefterday, So 
that the baron’s 





LAUR A. 


Vell, well, this difpute about the keys makes my 
head ache. Let’s have done with it. 


SIR 
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SIR GEORGE, 


With all my heart. I know your fincerity. Now 
come own, tell me honeftly, was not you a little out 
ef humour, when | firft came hither, and you have 
honoured me with the preference in venting it? 


LAUR A. 


And pray why not? Certainly you fhould look upon 
that as a particular favour. Should you have been 
pleafed, now, if | had kept it for any other. But 
perhaps you would be more agreeably entertained, to 

ear me fing the air you fent me. ‘The words are 
mode(t and fimple. You fee how fond I am of them. 





SIR GEORGE, 


They are fuch as you infpir’d into my heart ; for the 
wit of them, I muft beg your indulgence. You are 
charming, madam, whenever you pleafe. 


LAUR A. 


Mere author’s flattery; becaufe he has made the 
words. But really I believe [ am fo now and then. 





[Sings.] In the ways of love myfterious, 
W ould you real blifs attain, 
Smooth the brow, and wrinkle ferious, 
Love and be belov’d again. 


SIR GEORGE, 

Your voice improves every day. 

LAURA. 

I have acquir’d a little more art in my way of finging, 
that’s all; but I can’t reach your excellence, fir George, 
tho’ perhaps I may arrive at it hereafter. 

SIR GEORGE. 


Was I not well acquainted with you, I fhould take 
that modeft fpeech of your’s for irony. 


LAURA, 
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LAUR A, 


I do you but juftice. You fhall fee I will fing the 


duct you gave me laft. 


SiR GEORGE, 


With all my heart. 


L A U R A. 


Come, fit you there then. 


| Here fellows a Duett. ] 


LAUR Age 


Apropos, favours, fir George / have you never thought 


of partaking thofe favours, by a mutual connexion 
under the influence of Hymen ? 


SIR GEORG EE. 


Oh yes, madam, I can hardly have liv’d fo long, 
without having entertain’d that agreeable idea. 


L A U R As, 


Tell me now, fir George, tell me honeftly, what 
{fcheme of matrimony have you form/’d. 


SIR GEOrRG E,. 


What fcheme, madam? ‘That’s a very delicate 
queftion. 


L A U R A. 


I have my reafons for putting it. 


SIR GEORGE. [4fae.] 
Surely fhe does not know 





L A U R Ae 


That agreeable idea, to ufe your own expreffion, 


notwithftanding all my philofophical fortifications againft 
it, has made great incurfions into my mind. Now, I 


fhould be glad to know, if your thoughts on that fub- 
jet fuit with mine at all. 


SIR 
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sr R GEORGE. [Embarrafed.] 
Madam, all I can fay is, that I am a man, made like 


the reft, to follow the fafhion, and not trouble myfelf | 


much with reflexion. 
LAURA. 


What, would you take the oath requir’d on fuch an 
occafion, with a determin’d defign of never keeping 
it? Come, come, fir George, you don’t think at all. 

SIR GEORGE, 

When I fay this, madam, ’tis not from any fenfation 
that [have within, that I fhould ever act unconformable 
to the rules of honour. But what is marriage after all ? 
an union from the motives of intereft and decency, with 
a woman we can’t get rid of. In fpite of whatever 
happens, they are link’d to each other for life. The 
certainty of which, as it is mutuallybufed on both 
fides, makes them negleét even the Pm of plea- 
fing ; from hence proceeds a coolnefs and indifference, 
adhe fticks to their own party, follows the torrent of 
the world, and ends by being totally carelefs of each 
other, as far as the world will permit them, which re- 
quires no more than an external complaifance, 


LAUR A. 

How, fir! And is all the happineis marriage is fuf- 

ceptible of, reduc’d to this point ? 
SIR GEORGE, 

I beg your pardon, madam, I forgot to mention one 
confequence, which is children, neceflary indeed to 
preferve eftates to us, which, without them, we might be 
oblig’d to reftore. 

L AUR A, 

You fpeak to me furely of people who come together 
without any principle of artection. But how would 
you behave yourfelf to an amiable lady, whofe beauty 


and talents could engage your affections, and whe 


fhould make your happinefs her firft pleafure ? 
Vou, I. Kk SIR 
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SIR GEORGE, 

Madam, I fhould adore her. Fafhion then could 
have no power over me. But do wives commonly 
dedicate their excellent and agreeable talents to their 
hufbands, for any continuance ? 





LAURA. 


If fhe neglects them in his eyes, ’tis becaufe he appears. 
to be no longer affected with them, and that others, 
lefs indifferent, behold her with more juftice. 

SIR GEORGE, 

No, madam, I know ladies of the ftriéteft virtue. I 
have feen more than one drefled up with every grace, 
and adorned with every excellent qualification the 
evening of her marriage, and yet eight days after 
throw afide all thofe qualities fhe poflefled, which might 
pleafe her hufband. ‘The hufband, you will think, per- 
haps, has no right to complain; fhe does no more for 
another than for him; but fhe does not endeavour to 
pleafe him more than any other. In fhort, this very 
man, with the beft difpofition in the world towards 
loving his wife paffionately and fincerely for his whole 
life, finds this very wife fo little attentive to exert the 
faculties fhe has to appear amiable, that a diftafte arifes 
in his mind againft his will, and from one, the beft 
calculated to honour, love and marriage, in the fame 
object, he becomes the moft diffipated and inconftant in 
the whole world. 

LAURA. 


Now, fir, from the lively and animated way you 
have exprefled your fentiments, one might almoft guefs 
you yourfelf had been in the cafe of one of thefe 
hufbands But that I know is impofhible. 

SIR GEORGE, 


A little knowledge of the world, madam, will teach 
us as much from the example of others, as from our 
own experience. 





LAURA, 
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LAURA, 


Oh, that’s not always true. However I am glad to 
fee we are fo well agreed. Let’s drop the argument. I 
am afraid this ferious tone grows tirefome. I think 
you had e’en better go to the opera. 





SIR GEORGE. 

Can any converfation with you, madam, ever become 
tirefome ? 

LAURA. 

I always take great care to change it before’ that 
moment can happen. I love my friends for them- 
felves. Make yourfelf. eafy, fir George, the baron’s 
box was mere pleafantry: I fhall be at home, and 


fhall expect you to bring me the news from the 
opera. 
SIR GEORGE, 


On that condition, madam, I take my leave. [Exit. 


Ss C E N EE VU. 


Enter Laura, Metissa, LIseTra,. 


LAURA, 
Come, madam, he’s gone 
tired of your prifon ? 


MELISSA. 


No, madam, your converfation has given me great 
pleafure. 





have not you been 


LAUR A. 


You have now heard, in as fhort a time as poflible, 
the method we fhould take to amufe ourfelves, and 
engage the men. Shifting by turns from caprice to 
gaiety, galety to reafon, reafon to fentiment ; that’s 
the whole fecret, and that’s the train every woman, 
who wifhes to pleafe, fhould follow. 


K k2 MELISSA: 
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MELISSA. 

I have fo well comprehended the lefion, that I 
defire nothing more towards reclaiming my hufband ; 
and really [ begin to reproach myfelf. for my own in- 
conflancy. I muft fure have been very infipid, but I 
will put your receipt to the tryal this very evening. 

LISETT A. 

You have a fcholar, madam, which does you honour, 

for fhe has heard every thing with attention. 
LAURA. 

I was extremely glad to queftion fir Gearge on the 
fubject of matrimony. His advice cannot be fufpected, 
and he has owned honeftly he fhould behave like the 
reft of the hufbands, if he had a wife who neglected all 
the means of pleafing him. Yet as he is a gentleman, 
of probity and honour, | make it a particular cafe to 
him. 

MELISSA. 
I think as you dc, madam, from the juftnefs of his 


an{wers. 
LAUR A. 





You delight me exceedingly The good we hear 
others {peak of thofe we love, inhances the opinion we 
have already conceiv’d of them. As your confidence 
in me, renders you celerving of mine in return, I will 
not conceal from you, that | cefign to unite myfelf 
with him ip a lawful alliance; he will make any 
woman who deferves him, happy, if fhe will be at the 
pains of endeavouring to pleafe him. But, blefs 
me, you change colour, madam! I am furpriz’d 
MELISSA. 
*Tis nothing at all, madam, only a little faintnefs, 
that will foon be over. 
DESETT A. 
The lady has been fo long confin’d, without daring 
hardly to breathe, or {peak a fingle word, perhaps that 
confiraint has overpowered her. 








MELISSA. 





| 
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MELISSA, 

I believe *tis that indeed. 

LAUR A. 

No, madam, pardon my indifcretion, I fufpe@ you 
have only open’d your mind by halves. You would 
hardly have come to confult me, but from fome very 
prefling reafon. You will run no hazard in acquaint- 
ing me with the fecret, and there may be fome danger 
in concealing it. 

MELISS A. 

What, madam, you fufpeét ? —— 


LAUR A. 











Yes madam the motive of your vifit———that 
fudden emotion at the name of fir George, the agree- 
ment of the time for which you accufe your inconftant, 
with my acquintance with him ; every thing in fhort, 
aflures me, that you are come hither to reclaim the 
heart of fir George; that he is your hufband, or at leaft 
your lover. It is abfolutely neceflary to inform me 
who he is, if you do not wifh that I fhould marry 
him. 

MELISS A. 


Ah, madam, you force a fecret from me, I had 
form’d a ftrong refolution never to divulge. Sir George 
had fome difpofition towards me, and my vifit to you, 
innocent as it is, might perhaps, in his fight, appear a 
forwardnefs, which would only make me odious. 


LAUR A. 


Fear nothing, madam, I fhould be too much a 
fufferer myfelf, if I abus’d your confidence. I reftore 
fir George to you, under whatever denomination he 
belongs to you. But truft me, and from my advice 
learn THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 

LISETT A. 

Ladies are not all fo generous in their refignations 
no w adays. 

MELISSA. 
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MELISS A. 


Your noble way of acting, madam, deferves all my 
efteem. 


LAURA. 


The ation recompenfes itfelf. Confefs, madam, 
that women would fave themfelves much uneafinefs, if 
they would be lefs ftudious to eftrange themfelves from 
their perfidious hufbands, and truft more to the natural 
and particular rights they have over them. Then per- 
fidy would wear its proper countenance, and become a 
vice in its real colours, and fo many gallant gentlemen, 
who drive the trade, would not have it in their power 
to play fo fcandalous a game at our expence. 


MELISS A. 


Knowing your manner of thinking, I dare rely on 
your difcretion, and will, from this moment, put in 


practife that art, whofe utility you have fo plainly 
proved to me. 


LAURA. 
Be affur’d, madam, that your fecret fhall be my 
own. 
MELISSA. 


Madam, your fervant. Let what will happen, I can 
never forget my obligations. 


$s C E N E VIll. 


Enter Laura and Lifetta. 


LAURA. 
And fo, my fine fir George, you would pafs for a 
fingle man, and have a beautiful lady to your wife, 


whom you neglect. Thefe perfidious hufbands, how- 
ever, don’t make others fo. 


LISETTA. 
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LISETT Ao 


Thus it is, madam, that thefe treafons, when dif- 
covered, gounpunifh’d. WasI in your place, I would 
make an example. 

LAURA. 

His wife is too deferving, to be made unhappy in 
any thing ; fhe defires to fix him, and I wifh her fuccefs 
with all my heart. But for that 


LISETT A. 

I admire your generofity, madam. But if all ladies of 
ftri&t virtue take example from. this, confider that you 
will have to reproach yourfelf with the ruin of I know 
not how many charming and honourable ladies, who 
have eftablifh’d their own fortune on the quarrels of 
families, and inconftancy of hufbands, 

LAURA, 

Whatever agreeable airs their wives may put on, 
Lifetta, there will be but too many hufbands, whofe 
inconftancy will be proof againft my remedy. But 
I expect fir George after the opera, and without betray- 
ing a fecret 1 have engag’d to keep, I'll tell him 
enough at leaft to make him underftand I will never 
fee him more. See where I fhould have been, had I 
lovd—Villain—Ah, Lz/etta/ fincere and affe&ionate 
wives have but too much reafon for complaint in thefe 
days. 








LISETTA. 

But thefe are faults, ladies in general take great pains 
to get rid of. 

LAURA, 

However I much approve of them, to this end [ 
employ myfelf at prefent. Ill fortune to the man 
who dares give himfelf the airs of making his addrefs 
to me. 


Env of ACT the SEconp. 
[ The laff ACT in our next. ] 
LOVE 
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L O V E and TIM C&E. 
An ALLEGORICAL TALE: 


Imitated from Rousseau. By Mr. Cuartes Dents, 


HAT Venus, queen of love and beauty, 
Was oft found tripping in her duty ; 
"Tis no great wonder, you will fay ; 
But that th’ old wife of th’ oldeft god, 
Should at her fober time of day, 
With a young flripling go aftray, 
Methinks ’tis very odd ! 

What! granny Ors, Marrr Deorum, 
Be guilty of fuch indecorum ! 
She, of all ancient prudes the pattern, 
Behave like any modern flattern | 
Twas even fo: She took a boy, 
The beardlefs A’rys, for her toy. 
Her hufband, Saturn, alias Time, 
(A more convenient word for rhime) 
Together caught this pair of lovers ; 
There’s nothing but what Time difcovers. 
No need to tell what noife he made ; 
*T was am’rous pufs, and lech’rous jade ; 
And harfher names which he beftow’d, 
Much unbecoming of a God. 
But Gods, we know, as well as men, 
Had moft unruly paffions then. 
Then vice vera th’ ancient goddefs, 
Vex’t to be found without her boddice, 
Set all his ribbaldry at nought, 
And gave as good as what he brought. 
Weak, fumbling fool, and ftupid log, 
That only fet the will agog, 
Then ftopt the wheel, for want of water ; 


As he by long experience taught her, 
When 
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When Gods grew old, and pat their labour, 


?T was natural temploy a neighbour. 
And after all, what did fhe more 
Than other heav’nly dames ? 
For fhe cou’d quote above a {core 
Convicted of unlawful flames. 
F’en chafte DIANA had ENDYMION 
And if report fays true, | 
The wiie MINERVA too, 
- Was not without her minion. 
‘Thus as fhe gave her tongue full fway, 
SATURN had not a word to fay; 
When Cupip, always niddy-noddy, 
Like MarpPLor, in the buty body, 
Without being afk’d, fat up for judge 
(For which Time then firft ow’d a grudge) 
Not minding plaintiff or defendant, 
Refolv’d at once to make an end on’t. 
Fool that he was, in cafe of ftrife, 
To thruft his oar ’twixt man and wife. 
For tho’ from words they came to blows, 
A third fhou’d never interpofe. 
In fuch a cafe, or ftory lyes, 
The wife Trrestas loft his eyes ; 
For Juno fcratch’d them out in fpite, 
When he pronounc’d Jove in the right. 
But Cupip makes a joke of laws, 
Nor minds the merit of the caufe; 
And fo to finith the difpute, 
Condemns the God with cofts of fuit. 
‘The fentence fretted SATURN much, 
But a hufband’s fate is fuch. 
And what redrefs in this fad cafe ? 
None ; but to pocket the aifgrace: 
For fretting does but gall your fore, 
And only makes folks laugh the more. 
So venerable Time drank up, 
Or feem’d to gulp the bitter cup. 


Von. I, by I He 
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He knew t appeal to other gods, 
How much againift him were the odds. 
For what va fhame did VULCAN get, 
With Mars and VENus in his net? 
But SATURN, wifer than the other, 
I] mean the God, bis cuckold brother, 
In prudence, made no greater pother. 
Well he knew how, as god of time, 

To make all three repent their crime : 
His vengeance foon was brought about ; 
For ere three moons were in and out, 

‘The lover fated, tir’d, difgufted, 

Ne’er minds for what th’ old goddefs lufted, 
But leaves, as ufual in fuch cafe, 

Her wrink!’d phiz, for fmoother face. 
SANGARITIS, her maid of honor, 

‘Vo gain the youngfter, took upon her: 
Which when found out, old Master ftorm’d, 
And then a cruel act perform’d, 

That _ ie ATYS ona par 

With what we read of ABELARD 5 

For which fad Evorsa griev’d 

So much, “twill tcarcely be believ’d ; 

But that the flory of her woes, 

in her own tines energic flows ; 

And with fuch fiames as plainly prove, 
he burn’d net with platonic love. 
Oh, oh! quoth Time, this is rare doing! 
She has with zs, fpoil’d her own woing. 
On them my vengeance is compleated, 
But yet tis far from being fated. 

With itrong refentment ftill I burn, 

And now the judge fhall have his turn. 
Soon Cupip felt, as TIME refoiv’d, 
“Phe woes wherein he was involv’d: 
In vain he hides, and fculks, and dodges, 
‘ime finds him out, where’er he lodges, 





And 
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And when fecure he hopes to reft, 
TIME ferrets him from forth his neft. 
| Or like a fpider on a fly, 
Ne’er leaves him till he fucks him dry, 
In vain love ftrives to make a ftand 
Againft T1ime’s perfecuting hand ; 
In vain he offers, begs and fues 
To make a peace at leat a truce. 
No: ’tis decreed by fome curft ftar, 
That Time and Love fhall ever jar. , 











O DE. Toa young WIDOW. 
From RoussEAu. By the Same. 
Ay! HAT ftill this difmal pomp of woc! 


Is it not time to end the fhow, 
Whatever frowning prudes may think ? 
Six moons have felt increafe and wane, 
Since your good fpoufe to heav’n was ta’en, 
And Hy MEN quench’d his link. 





Why mourn a hufband’s timely fate ? 
Alas! we ail, or foon or late, 
| Mult tread the dreary Stygian Mhore ; 
Had he been handfome, young and {tout, 
Inftead of homely, old, worn out, 
What cou’d your fighs fay more ? 





| Tien leave this mimic farce of grief, 
: To fuch as really want relief; 
| They may in doleful dumps take on ; 
But you! when thoufands wait your will, 
Lovers that you may fave, or kill, 
: Why weep one hufband gone ? | 
L12 Pay 
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Pay no regard to what is faid 

Of her *, who when her fpoufe was dead, 
Would needs with him be buried too; 

Or if you will that matron aét, 

Then make Perronivs’ ftory fad, 

- And play her part quite thro’, 


Your Grecian, and your Reman dames, 
For whofe connubial widow’d flames, 
Hiftorians make fo great a racket, 
Were all, whatever we are told, 
Cait in the very felf-fame mould 
With SoUTHERN’s widow Lack-it. 


Thofe maufoléums rais’d of old, 

Much more of pride than grief unfold, 
Like fome we fee quite new. 

When groans are turn’‘d to fuch a height, 

They place in the fame glaring light | 
The mourn’d and mourner too. 


Rut in what age was ever feen 
An ARTEMISIA cf eighteen? 
Point out the lady if youcan. 
ANDROMACHE, for all her tears, 
Gave two fuccefflors in three years 
To Hector, her good man. 


Lay not poor Dipo’s cafe to heart, 
She might have better done her part, 
And fix’d perhaps, the pious rover ; 
°T was her own fault fhe was forfook ; 
For who, in CuPip’s name, e’er took 
A Meruoopist for lover ? | 





* Ephefian Matron. 
And 
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‘ind what indeed could fhe expe& 

rom one who fhew’d fo great negleé& 
Of matrimonial love and vows ? 

Who, when his ‘Troy was all on fire, 

Bore off his gods, his fon and fire, 
And left behind his fpoufe. 


For you more blifsful ftars fhall fhine, 
Again fhall loveand HyMeEn join, 
And fix again the happy day ; 
The day when fome deferving youth 
Shall be rewarded for his truth ; 
And You his love repay ! 


The altar’s deckt, the incenfe burns, 
The fmiles and graces fing by turns ; 
And fee the flames aufpicious rife! 
Around the little CupipDs croud, 
Whit Venus, feated on a cloud, 

Approves the facrifice. 





Queen ELTZ, To the Lord Treafurer B, 
Sir Spiritt, 


Doubt Idoe nickname you for thofe of your kind (they 

fay) have not fenfe, but I have of late feen an ecce 
fiznum, that if an ass kick you, you feele it too foone. 
I will recant you from being my Spiritt, if ever I per- 
ceive that you difdaine not fuch a feelinge. Serve God, 
fear the king, and be a good fellow to the reft. Let 
never Care appear in you fcr fuch a rumour, but let 
them well know, that vou rather defiré them righting of 


fuch 
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fuch wronge, by making knowne theyr error, then you 
to be fo filly a foule, as to forefhowe that you ought to 
doe, or, not freely deliver what you think meeteft, and 
pafs of noe man foe much, as not to regard her truft 
who puts In you. 


God blefs you, and long may you 
laft. 


Rer 8, May 


. Omnio. E.R. 
1563. 





a 


TIENRY, Eari of Ricumonp, before he was King, 
to his Friends here in England, from beyond the 
Seas, &c. 


IGHT trufty, worfhipfull and honourable good 

XX friends, and our allies, I greet you well, Being 
civen to underitand your good devoir and intent to 
advance me to the furtherance of my rightful claim, 
due, and lineal inheritance of that crowne, and for 
the just depriving of the homicide and unnatural tyrant 
which now unjultly bears dominion over you; | give 
you to underftand that no Chriftian heart can be more 
full of joy and gladnefs then the heart of me your poor 
exiled freind, who will, upon the inftance of your fure 
advertife what powers ye will make ready, and what 
captains and leaders you gett to conduct, be prepared to 
pais over the fea with fuch forces as my friends here 
are preparing forme. And if I have fuch good fpeed 
and fuccefs as 1 wifh, according to your defire, I fhall 
ever be moit forward to remember, and wholy to re- 
quite 
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quite this your great and moft loving kindnefs in my 
juft quarrel. 
Given under our fignet, &c. 


I pray you give credence to the 
meflenger of that he fhall impart 
to you. 





PROLOGUS ad EUNUCHUM. 


Ofpitibus fcenz exiguze dum Jzta precari 
Gaudet inornatis mufa Latina modis, 
Oifert fefe ultro proeclarius argumentum, 
Quo jam terrarum confonat omne folum. 
Hinc hoftes debellati, focii inde periclis 
Erepti, et toto rapta trophoea mari. ‘ 
Jamque inter laurus quas mifit Havanna recentes, 
fi mula flaventem tollit oliva comam. 
Jam fpoliis belli fufpenfis undique ramos 
Infinuat laudes mox habitura pares 
Sat bello fortique datum eft; nunc pacis amzenos 
Ad fruétus, rerum Jzitior ordo vocat. 
Nunc et progenie regalia foedera firmans 
Explevit Britonum fervida vota Deus, 
Ne placidas pueri turbet difcordia cunas 
Ofcula nec reddat patria ]zeta minus. 
At circum dum queque afpirat mollior aura 
Ambrofeos rores irriget alma folus, 
Moribus ipfe pater pubentes imbuet annos 
Virtutem exemplo prefidioque fovens. 
Sic patrize difcens venerari jure, parente 
Succrefcat fenfim dignus utrogue puer. 
Sic libertati facratam in fzecula fedem 
Impcrio legum qui tueatur, erit. 


E P I- 


Pes! 
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EFP#StILOGU S&S. 


Ummatus pulchre et bene curata cute pinguis, 
Szpe fuburbani ruris amzna peto, 
Nempe viam propter fatis eft mihi commoda, quamquam 
(Ut fatear) paulum pulverulenta domus. 
Hortulus eft etiam Chinenfi non fine ponte, 
Nec templo, ducit quo finuofa via, 
Et lepidum porro fruticetum fcilicet uxor, 
Vix credas quantum noftra faporis habet. 
Nufquam alias tubus eft jucundior at quod opinor, 
Precipuum, ad portam eft primus ab urbe lapis, 
Ocius hinc Janum accurrens, emo, transfero, vendo, 
Vifo quos pariat quzlibet hora dolos, | 
Quam dubio fluitet ratio nummaria lapfu, 
Quas turbas czeci murmuris aura ferat: 
Nam nobis zeque pacis rumore fecundo, 
Aut tempeftiva clade parantur opes. 
Nolo ego Judzos fatis eft in me mihi fraudis —— 
Adtum eft ; tranfactum eft Inftitor ipfe mihi: 
Lex utcunque vetet, fum taurus et urfa viciffim, 
Clauda etiam, lucrum fi modo pofcat, anas. 
Sed videamus habent ut fe res utpote fola 
Hoc nunquam eft mendax. charta diurna loco. 
Navales fchedule—Transfer—Scrip—India—Confol— 
Omnium—in ambiguo eft vendam hodie vel emam. 
Sed quid ego hic nugor? jam tempus poftulat—ibo, 
Inveniar, fi quis queritet ad JONATHAN’S, 
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To the Epiror of the St. JAMES’s MAGAZINE. 


Op FRIEND, 


UR meeting together at the Weftminfter play, 
made me call to mind a defign I had once con- 
ceived of giving a tranflation of Plautus, in the Old 
Englifh meafure You underftand me, I mean in the 
{tile and manner, that many comedies of Shake/peare, 
‘Fobnfon, Beaumont and Fletcher, &c. are written in. [| 
own frankly, that this defign was firft fuggefted to me 
by an intention of a friend of ours (a brother Con- 
NOISSEUR) to do the fame by Terence. The idiom of 
the dialogue in Plautus, 1 found, upon trial, would hap- 
pily fall in with that of our language in common eafy 
talk, as well as in the elegant and more refined conver- 
fation. My bufinefs, at prefent, is not to diflert on 
the ws comica of my author, in comparifon with that of 
Terence, or on the variety of his characiers, or the va- 
riety of his numbers, or the elegance of his diction ;— 
as I would not chufe to rob my Preface (if the work 
fhould ever come out) of fo many good Pages: but 
give me leave juft to obferve, by the bye, that no dra- 
matic author whatever abounds with fo many Moral 
Sentiments (not lugged in oftentatioufly, but delivered 
in charaéter) as He does. The fpecimen I have picked 
out, to exhibit before the public, is in no fort intended 
to prove the excellence of the original or the tranfla- 
tion; but becaufe it will fave me and your readers the 
trouble of enquiring into the Plot. Let it. fufflce juft 
to mention, that the three characters are, an hearty old 
Fellow, a young Fellow whom he befriends in a love- 
intrigue, and the young fellow’s fervant. The whole 
fcene would probably take up too much room in a 
work, which is intended to be mifcellaneous; and I 
with [ was not obliced to fubjoin the Latin, which is 
Vou. [, Mm done 
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done with a view only, that the underftanding reader, 
if he will give himfclf the trouble, may fee my drift in 
the tranflation. ‘This is, in few words, to give as l'teral 
an explanation of the author as may be, and at the fame 
time to make it read like an original. I defire it to be 
printed in your collection, as i think it (without flat- 
tery, which is nonfenfe between friends) the moft likely 
means of getting at the opinion of the fenfible and 
judicious, whether it would be worth while to proceed 
in the undertaking. I hope to be pardoned by nice 
critics for any miitake; as I fend you the loofe copy, 
juft as L run it off in the heat and hurry of my writing 
it, without revifing. 


Db Se 


The BRAGGART CAPTAIN. 
ACT Il. SCENE IL. 


PALZASTRIO, PLEUsIDES, PERIPLECTOMENES. 
PALASTRIO entering. 
TAY, Pleufides, a while wichin, and frft 
Let me look out, leit any ambufcade 
Be form’d againft the council we would hold. 
For need we now a fafe and fecret place, 
V here 





MILES GLORIOSU 5S, 
AGS ‘a Si. SCENE I. 
PatszesTRio, Pruvusises, PrErR1ipLECTOMENES, 


PALASTRIO. 
C Ohibete intra limen etiam vos parumper, Pleufides. 


Sinite me prius profpedtare, ne ufpiam infidiz fient 
Concilio, quod habere volumus, nam opus eft nunc tuto 
loco, 


Unde 
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Where never enemy can over-reach us, 

Where never enemy can over-hear us. 

For what is well-advis’d is ill-advis’d, 

The foe if it advantage: nor itcan’t be, 

But, if it profit him, it hurteth me. 

Good councils many a time are ta’en by ftealth, 

If that the place for fpeaking be not chole 

With care and caution ; for if th’ enemy 

Know your deliberations, they can tye 

Your tongue up, and your iad, with your own 
councils, | 

And do the fame to you, you would to them. 

But | will fpy abroad, left any one 

Or to the right or left fhould plant his ears 

‘To intercept our councils.—My whole profpe& 

Is defart quite, e’en to the end o’th’ ftreet.— 

1’il call them out.—Periplectomenes,—Hoa ! 

And Pleufides,—come forth, [They bath enter.] 

Pe. Behold us here 


- 





Obedient to you. 
Pa. 





Unde inimicus ne quis nofliis fpolia capiat confiliis, 

Unde inimicus ne quis nofira fpolia capiat auribus : 

Nam bene confultum, inconfultum eft, fi inimicis fit ufuis 

Neque poteit, quin, fi id inimicis ufui et, obft mihi; 

Nam bonum confilium furripitur feepiflime, 

Si minus cum cura aut cate locus loquendi lettus eft: 

Quippe fi refciverint inimici confilium tuum, 

‘Tuopte tibi confilio occludunt linguam, & conftringunt 

manus ; 

Atque eadem, qu illis voluifti facere, faciunt tibi. 

Sed fpeculabor, ne quis aut hinc 4 leva, aut a dextera 

Noitro coniilio venator affit cum auritis plagis. 

Sterilis hinc profpectus ufque ad ultimam plateam eft probe. 

F.vocabo, heus Periplectomene & Pleufides, progredimini. 
Per. Ecce nos tibi obedienteis. 


Mm 2 Pa, 
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Pa. * Eafy is the fway 
©’er them, who profit by’t.—But I would know, 
Whether we hold the felf-fame refolutions 
We made within, 


Pe. Nothing can be more ufeful 
To our affair. 
Pa. You, Plenfides, what think you? 

Pr. Can it ditpleafe me, ought that pleafes you ? 

Pe. There’s noone, ever that knew how to fpeak 
More properly, more aptly than yourieif, 

Pa. In troth and it behoves him foto do! 

Pi. (To Pe.) But, fir, there’s one thing to my very 

foul, 

Torments me. 

Pr. What is it, torments you? Teil me. 

PL. Tothink | would engage you in a thing, 
So young and pucrile,—-one of your years- 
So unbecoming of you, and your virtues: 
In fhort, that 1 fhould afk you to ailift me 








Tn 


* So the beft commentators underfland this paffuge. 





Pa. Facile eft imperium in bonis. 
Sed volo fcire, eodem confilio, qnod intus meditat? fumus, 
Si gerimus rem. 

Prr. Magis ad rem non poteft effe utibile. 

Pa. Imo quod tibi Pleufides ? 
Pi. Quodne vobis placeat, difpliceat mihi ? 
Per. Quis homo {cit magis ufquam, quam tu, loqui lepide 

& commode? 
Pa. Pol ita decet hunc facere. 


Pri. At hoc me facinus miferum macerat, 
Meum cor corpufque cruciat. 


Per. Quid eft id, quod cruciat? cedo. 
Pi. Me tibi iftuc wtatis homini facinora puerilia 
Objicere, neque te decora, neque tuis virtutibus: 
Eaque expetere te ex opibus furamis mci honoris gratia, 


Mihique 
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In my amours,—for you to do fuch things, 
Which age, like yours, doth more avoid than follow: 
It fhames me, I refpect your age fo little. 
Per. Why you're a lover, man, of a new mode ;— 
That you can blufh at any thing you do. 
Go, go, you nothing love :—A lover? No, 
‘The femblance you, and fhadow of a lover. 
Px. But, good fir, is it right in me t’employ 
One of your age to forward my amours ? 
Per. How fay you? Do | then appear to you 
One of th’ next world already ? Do I feem 
So near my grave, and to have liv’d fo long? 
Why troth 1 am not above fifty-four : 
I have my eye-fight clear, and I can ufe 
My hands, and I can walk, as well as ever. 
Pa. (Zo Px.) This old man, though his hairs be grey, 
his mind 
Is not a whit impair’d: there {till isin him 
The fame ingenuous temper to a jot. 








Mihique amanti ire opitulatum, atque ea te facere facinoray 
Que ifte cetas fugere facta magis quam fectari folet. 
Eam pudet me tibi in fenecta objicere folicitudinem. 


Per. Novo modo tu homo amas: fiquidem te quicquam, 
quod faxis, pudet. 


Nihil amas: umbra es amantum magis, quam amator, 
Pleufides. 


Pr. Hanccine etatem exercere me mei amoris gratia ? 
Per. Quid ais tu ? itane tibi ego videor oppido Acherun- 
ticus 
Tam capularis, tamne tibi diu videor vitam vivere? 


Nam equidem haud fum annos natus preter quinquaginta 
& quattuor : 


Clare oculis video, pernix fum manibus, pedibus mobilis. 


Pa. Si albus capillis hic videtur, neutiquam ingenio eft 
fenex. 


Inet in hoc amuffitata fua fib? ingenua indoles, 


PL. 
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Pi. True, I’ve experienc’d it—’tis as you fay, 

Palaftrio—for he is benign and friendly, 

As any youth could be, in this affair. 


Pe. Dear fir, the more you try, the more you'll 
know 


My heartinefs towards you 





Pri. Need he further 
Conviction, who’s convine’d already ? 


Pe. Only 
That you may have fufficient proof at home, 
As not abroad to feek it.-—Prithee now, 
He who was never yet himfelf in love, 
Can hardly fee into a lover’s mind. 
For my part, I have ftill fome little fpice 
Of love and moifture in my frame :—in troth, 
J am not quite dried up with love and gallantry. 
Moreover, you will find me a choice fpirit, 
A boon companion ;—in my taik I never 
Am overbearing, but I’ve learnt to fuit 
Myfelf to others’ humours ;—when to take 





A part 





Pi. Po! id quidem experior ita effe, ut predicas, Paleftrio, 
Nam benienitas quidem huius oppido ut adolefcentuli eft ! 
oO q / ee 
Per. Immo hofpes, magis cum periculum facies, magis 
nofces meam 
Comitatem erga teamantem. 


Pri. Quid opus nota nofcere? 
Per. Ut apud te exemplum experiundi habeas, ne petas 
foris, 
Nam qui ipfe haud amavit, zere amantis ingenium infpicit. 
Et ego amoris aliquantulum habeo humorifque meo etiam in 
corpore. 
Neque dum exarui ex amore, rebufque voluptariis : 
Vel cavillator facetus, vel conviva commodus 
Item ero: neque ego oblecutor fum alteri in convivio. 
Incommoditate abftinere me apud convivas commode 


Com- 
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A part i’th’ converfation, and be filent, 
While that another’s {fpeaking.—I have neither 
Pthyfic, nor afthma; nor am [I a {niveller. 
In fine —1’m right Ephefian born and bred, 
Not an Apulian, or an Umbrian. 

Pa. A fmart old fellow this !—If that he has 
The qualities he-mentions, he was bred 
Mott plainly in the nurfery of Venus. 

Pe. I'll give you proofs, firs, of my breeding, more 
Than I will vaunt—At table I ne’er talk 
Of politics, or prate o’th’ legiflature ; 
Nor do I ever in convivial hours 
Once caft a lewd glance at another’s miftrefs :* 
Neither through wine from me doth ever rife 
Difiention: — If that any be a brawler, 
J go me home, and parley for that time 
Between us is disjointed. Nay, perhaps 
The ladies too may like my company. 








PL. 


* This turn is given as more decent than the original. 





Commemini, & mez orationis juftam partem perfequi: 
Et meam partem itidem tacere, cum aliena oratio eft. 
Minime fputator, {creator fum, itidem minime mucidus. 
Pot Ephefi fum natus, non in Apulis, non fum in Umbria. 
Pa. O lepidum fenicem! fi, quas memorat, virtutes 
habet, 
Atque equidem plane edu&tum in nutricatu Veneris ! 
Per. Plus dabo, quam predicabo, ex me venuftatis tibt. 
Neque ego ad menfam publicas res clamo, neque leges 
crepo : 
Neque ego unquam alienum fcortum fubigito in convivio. 
Neque per vinum unquam ex me oritur diflidium in convivio. 
Si quis ibi odiofus eft, abeodomum, fermonem fegrego. 
Venerem, amorem, amasnitatemque accubans exerceo. 


PL. 
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Pr. Sir, your whole manners are completely polifh’d : 
Shew me but three men like you, and I'l! forfeit 
Whatever fum you'll wager. 

Pa. ’O my troth 
You fhall not find another of his age 
‘That’s more agreeable in all things, or 
More th’roughly to his friend a friend. 

Pe. Vil make you 
Confefs, I in my manners yet am young, 
1}! thew myfelf in all things fo beneficent, 
Need you an advocate t’enforce your fuit, 
Surly, and hot with anger ?—I am he. 
Need you a mild and gentle ?—Yoou fhall fay 
I’m gentler than the fea, when calm and hufh’d, 
And fofter taan the zephyr’s balmy breeze. 
Nay, you fhall find me a moft boon companion, 
Or (if you will) a firft-rate parafite, * 
Or beft of caterers—— Then, as for dancing, 
No finical flim fop can equal me. 

Pa, 


* i.e. joker. 





PL. Tui quidem edepol omnies mores ad venuftatem 
valent. 
Cedo treis mihi homines aurichaleo contra cum iftis moribus. 
Pa, At quidem illuc etatis qui fit, non invenies alterum 
Lepidicrem ad omnes res, nec qui amicus amico fit magts. 


2 ge | 


er. Tute me ut fateare, faciam effe adolefcentem 
moribus. 

Ita apud omnes comparebo tibi res henefactis frequens. 

Opuine erit tibi advocato trifli, iracundo? ecce me. 

Opuine leni? leniorem dices, quam mutum cft mare: 

Liguidiufculufque ero quam ventus eft Favonius. 

Vel hilarifimum convivam hinc indidem expromam tibi. 

Vel primariem paraiitum, atque obfonatorem optumum : 

‘Tum ad faltandum, noa cinedus malacus aque et atque 

= Pa. 
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Pa. (To Px.) OF all thefe excellent accomplifhments 
Which would you chufe, fir, if you had the option? 
Px. I would at leaft, my poor thanks could be equal 
To his deferts and yours, fince both of you, 
I now experience, have concerning me 
So much follicitude.—But, fir, it grieves me, 
Th’ expence I put youto. (Zo Per. 
Per. Youare a fool 
Expence forfooth !—’tis true, upon an enemy, 
Ora bad wife, whatever you lay out, 
‘That is expence indeed !—but on a friend, 
Or a good gueft, all you expend is gain. 
Blefs’d be the gods, that courtefey I have, 
With hofpitality to treat a ftranger, 
Eat, drink, and ufe your pleafure with me; load 
Yourfelf with merriment: my houle is free, 
I free, and I would have you ufe me freely : 
I from my fortune might have ta’en a wife 
Of the beft family, and well-portion’d too: 
But thank you—lI’d not let into my houfe 
A brawling, barking, curft fhe-cur. + 





. 








Pa. Quid ad illas artes optaffis, fi optio eveniat tibi? 
Pi. Hujus pro meritis ut referri pariter poffit gratia, 
Tibique, quibus nunc me effe experior fummz folicitudini. 

At tibi tanto fumptui efle mihi moleftum ett. 
For, through the gods kind favour I may fay it, . 
Per. Morus es. 
Nam in mala uxore atque inimico fi quid fumas, fummus eft: 
In bono hofpite atque amico queftus, quod fumitur: 
Deum virtute, ut tranfeuntem hofpitio accipiam, eft apud 
me comitas. 
Es, bibe, animo obfequere mecum, atque onera te hilari- 
tudine: . 
Liberz funt edis, liber fam autum ego, me uti volo libere. 
Nam mihi deum virtute dicam, propter divitias meas 
Licuit uxorem dotatam genere fummo ducere. 


Sed nolo mihi oblatratricem in zdis intromittere. , 
Vor. I. Nn *,* There 
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*.* There follow fome very humorous defcriptions 
of wives in general, which are not inapplicable to the 
modern modes, and which poflibly may appear in a fu- 
ture publication of your mifcellany. 1 wifh and hope, 
that very free criticifms on the undertaking may be 
communicated to your publifher; as I fhall improve by 
them either way, whether they refpect the tranflation 


or the original, 





The TWO BUTTERFLIES. 


A FABLE. ByaLADY. 


NCE ona fummer’s golden day, 

When Sot diffus’d his genial ray, 
And nature offer’d at his fhrine 
Her incenfe to the pow’r benign, 
A Butterfly, the vainelt thing 
"That ever rofe upon the wing, 
Whofe colours fham’d the peacock’s dye, 
Rich as the rainbow in the fky, 
Ranging the garden’s flow’ry pride, 
Perch’d on a gawdy fun-flow’r’s fide. 
A Butterfly of meaner race, 
By chance poflefied the neighb’ring place. 
Her wings af common ruffet brown, 
A Butterfly of no renown. 
‘The BeauTy’s bofom fwell’d with pride ; 
Her glowing plumage ftretching wide, 
She gave her head a tots or two, 
As BELLEs are fometimes apt to do, 
And thus with infolence befpake 
The creature of 2 meaner make. 


Hence 
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Hence dowdy, paltry thing, away, 4 
You give my wings no room to play ; 
Muft fuch as thou pretend to be. A 
Fit company for flies like Mg, i 
A Butterfly of QUALITY ? 

Be gone, mean wretch, go flutter hencey | 
Your vilits are impertinence, 4 


~<A 
ts 
ss 


When ftrait to check her haughty pride, 
The humbler infect thus reply’d, 


‘> 











“ Yes —— You are handfome, I am plain, : 
Yet why fo infolent and vain ? i 
Whilft thro’ the garden and the grove 
J unmolefted gaily rove, | 
Your beauty may. be your undoing, f 
Y Charms have been known to haften ruin, 
Let not mifguided affectation i 
Defpife a homely poor relation ; h 
To PHOEBUs you your beauty owe, 

He might have made me beauteous too. 
But plain and homely I’m content, | 
May never you your charms lament, i 











The Bette, who, from her earlieft youth, 
Had never heard one word of truth, 
But compliments of tove and duty, 
The flattering homage to her beauty, 
Picqued to the foul, with female pride, 
Swell’d firft, and floune’d, and then reply’d, 





What, fhall fuch wretched, vulgar Cretersy 
Of filthy, horrid, clumfy features, 
Mechanic things, whom no one knows, 
Prefume to reafon and fuppofe ? 
Dareft thou pretend to preach to Mr? 
~—-—-PHOEBUS I care not for, nor Thee; 
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Then clapp’d her wings, and fled away, 
To plan new congq'iefts for the day. 
While PHoEBus all enrag’d to fee 
A creature of fuch vanity, 

Her pride to humble and chatftife, 
Directs a virtuofo’s eyes 

To where the giddy glittering thing 
Was floating carelefs on the wing, 
Ne’er had he feen a finer fly, 

Her plumage of fo rich a dye ! 

The very infect which he fought ; 
He faw, admir’d, perfu’d, and caught. 
What mercy then could beauty win! 
Impai’d upon a murd’rous pin, 

she utter’d in a dying groan, 

This fad, too late, repentant moan. 





Why did I treat, too idly vain, 
Yon honeft fly with fuch d:fdain ? 
Her words, alas! are all too true, 
And beauty I have caufe to rue. 

But for thefe fatal {pots of mine, 
Curfe on the colours how they fhine ! 
I had not pin’d, unhappy fly, 

‘To fate a Virtuofo’s eye. 

With her how gladly would I change, 
That ftill the garden I might range; 
But Oh! that happy pow’r’s deny’d, 
Juft is my fate — fhe faid, and dy’d, 
In the laft ftruggling gafp of breath, 
Acculing beauty of her death, 

W hilft fafe in her obfcure degree, 
Unfought, unheeded, gay and free, 
The other pafs’d her eafy days, 
Provok’d no envy, if no praife. 


Ye butterflies of human kind, 
For you the moral is defign’d. 


Beauty’s 
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Beauty’s enchanting when allied 
With modefty inftead of pride, 
While the coquettifh flaunting fair 
Oft finds her beauty but a fnare, 





Wiisen on the Fidk of Mavinses: 


ne fingle man’s internal frame, 
Which claims fuch admiration, 
Appears to differ but in name, 
From a well-order’d nation. 


His head you’ll call the king in courfe ; 
His fhoulders are both houfes ; 

His arms the military force ; 
His legs the vulgar choufes ; 


The learned we may call his heart ; 
His guts the corporations ; 

And thus we've each material part, 
That forms the plan of nations. 


W hoe’er would fuch a ftate deftroy, 
With fnickerfnee uncivil ; 


Whoe’er with poifon would annoy, 
( That neétar of the devil) 


Whoe’er would ftrike a fecret lame, 
From tcandal tinder-boxes, 

To blow up any man’s good name ; 
I call them all Guy Fauxes. 


Xx. Y. 


To 
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To the Epiror of the St. JAMES’s MAGAZINE, 


Delpiinum fyluis appingit, fluétibus aprum. Hor. 
SIR, 


Have often read fatires, that have appeared to 

me to be panegyrics; and I have been frequently 
concerned to fee vindications publifh’d, that have left 
my mind in doubt, when I have read them, whe- 
ther I was to confider what was before me, as intended 
to clear or afperfe the perfon to be defended. but no- 
thing has puzzled me more than the conduct I have 
generally obferved in thofe, who would fhew their regard 
to a particular great man, whom they admire, by fixing 
up his head or portrait before their doox, or fticking it 
up in different parts of their houfes. ‘The vilenefs of 
the daub, the place aijlotted to it, and the company it is 
aflociated with, make the intention of the proprietor fo 
equivocal, that it is very hard to determine, whether he 
means to compliment, or infult, the great perfonage, in 
his profeffion. 

When I fee before the door of an alehoufe, a Harp- 
Alley daub of the king and queen (which might pafs 
as well for the Little Carpenter and his Indian Squaw, if 
GEoRGE and CHARLOTTE were not fubfcribed) I am 
forced to enquire whether the landlord is a loyal fubject 
to the king, or a NrwcCasTLE man, before] can deter- 
mine what is to be underftood by the fign. And I could 
never fettle to this day, whether the man in Butcher- 
Row, or the tooth-drawer in Blood-bowl- Alley (who, in 
the year forty-five, put up a fign, that might as well 
pafs for the Saracen’s-head, or the Red-Lyon at Brent- 
ford, as the half length of the Duke or Cumper- 
LAND, if it had not been for the D.C.) really were 
well-wifhers to his royal highnefs, or not. 


I was 
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I was ever difgufted at the thoughts of blowing my 
nofe in his Mayesty’s face upon my handkerchief ; 
and it lately went much againft me to fee a waiter 
throw two fhillings worth of hot rum and brandy- 
punch over his SovEREIGN at the bottom of the 
bowl. But I can fcarce refleét, without the utmoft 
confufion, that the Quren lay proftrate under me, for 
a whole night, at the bottom of a piece of Chel/ea- 
china in my bed-chamber, which | broke in the morn- 
ing, as foon as I difcovered the indignity. 

I could not help laughing, when, in one of my 
midnight rambles, I faw the twelve JupDGEs among 
a parcel of thieves, chairmen, watchmen, and mar- 
ket-people, at the night-cellar near Temple-bar. The 
wife and learned gravity of thefe great lawyers, com- 
pared with the ftupid drunken figures out of the frames, 
afforded me much entertainment. I was alfo much di- 
verted at feeing the ARcH-BisHop’s picture in Mrs. 
Puititips’s fhop in Ha/f-moen-ftreet; and, upon afk- 
ing this ufeful old matron, why the ARCH-BIsHoP was 
fo great a favourite of her's? ‘* He alway was, fays 
fhe, for I ever thought him a good man.” But I can- 
not underftand what bufinefs the Bishop of GLou- 
CESTER has among the fifh-women at Billing/gate, or 
my Lorp of CHESTER in fo many apartments of the 
Fews. Should my Lornp CHANCELLOR be feen in 
Kitty Fifher’s bec-chamber? or the Duke of York 
at Haddick’s Bagnio? And what has Lorp Lirt- 
TLETON to do at the Goat Alehoufe in Cuckold’s Point ? 
or the Earxt of HARDWICK at the three Blue Balls 
in St. Giles ? 

1 am never furprifed to fee his Majesty’s piCture at 
the houfe of an Antigallican, or my LorD BureE’s at 
the Hand in Hand F ire-office, or the Union Coffe-houfe, 
any more than I am to fee mr. GARRICK’s at the 
Shakefveare, or at the Society of Arts, &c. But what 
muit I fuppofe, when I fee the DuKE or New- 

CASTLE, 
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CASTLE, among a parcel of old-caft off cloaths in 
Monmouth-freet, that never were worth a farthing in 
their beft days Would any perfon think of looking for 
mr. Fox among the brokers at ‘/onathan’s ? Or expe 
to fee CHARLES TowNsHEND at the Windmill near 
Hanover-fquare, or at the Weather-cock in Turn-Stile ? 
Sir Fobn Philips is naturally to be found at the Royal- 
Oak, or at pro bono publico, AsHLEY’s ; but don’t it 
feem exceedingly out of character, for a king to be feen 
among drunken prifoners in a fpunging-houfe? I am 
forry to fay, I have feen his prefent Majesty, in 
moft of the jails within the bills of mortality: and I am 
confident the QueEN would not be pleafed, if fhe 
knew, ‘in how many bad houfes, in the neighbourhood 
of Covent-Garden, our moft gracious SOVEREIGN is 
to be feen every night, by the meaneit of his fubjcts. I 
have been mortified with the fight of Lavy NortTu- 
UMBERLAND, in a wafh-houfe, and the princefs AME- 
LIA ina gin-fhop. 

People have another way of puzzling me, befides 
the place in which they fix their picture or print; 
and that is, by the company they often pitch upon for 
their favourite. When I fee the picture of his prefent 
Majesty, with an ALFRED or EpwarpD the THIRD 
its companion, I underftand what is intended; but I 
am at a lofs, when I fee the king of Prussta, the 
marquis of GraANnBy, and lord GeorGce Sack- 
VILLE, at the fign of the Guz. Nothing was clearer 
to me, than my friend’s intention, who placed Pirtr 
between fir WiLtiaM WyNDHAM and PULTENEY; 
but I was forced to afk an explanation, when I faw 
WatpoLe, PetHam and NEwcastTLe, as he called 
them, together on the oppofite fide of theroom. A child 
would think of running to a grocer’s, or a chandler’s 
fhop, for a fight of the prefent lord Mayor; but 
nobody would look for him in mr. BEARDMORE’s 
itudy, between Dextostugnes and Turry. Thefe 
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two great orators might receive honour from being 
crouped with a MANSFIELD or a Pit, but they 
would not, if they were alive, be able to hold a con- 
verfation with an Alderman of London, as they have 
no word, in either of their languages, for /ugar- canes, 
melaffes, and rum-puncheons. 





Iam, Sir, 


Your’s &£e. 





Ww. Ironsipg, 








¥ The REVENGE: 


RIES CHLoe, when I preft a kifs 
: (A blifs which gods might feek) 
Well—if you muft then—here—on this, 
And turn’d her lovely cheek. 


When VENUws thus to Cupip faid, 

_ (For both the nymph beheld) 

Shall lips which I for kiffing made, 
From kiffing be with-held ! 


This boon when next the youth fhall feek, 
Mark what attends this flip! 

A blufh fhall overfpread her cheek, 
A pimple {well her lip. 


Vor. 1. Oo The 
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The FAIR CALEDONIAN. 
A SON G, 


C POW {weet are her looks, and how blooming her 
face, 
Caledonia’s cold clime ne’er produc’d fuch a grace ! 
()! ceafe your rafh taunts, and forbear to upbraid 
‘The clime, from whence iffu’d fo lovely a maid. 

























Tho’ barren thy foil, and inclement thy air 
By nature ; tho’ nurs’d with a ftep-mother’s care ; 
‘Tho’ Boreas infults thee, ne’er ceafing to blow ; 
‘Tho’ eternally crown’d thy bleak Alps are with fnow ; 


Tell Zephir, repos’d in his jeflamine bower, 
His wings never fann’d fo delightful a flower ; 
‘Tell the fouth her broad fun, tho’ for ever he fhine, 
Ne’er brought to perfection fuch rich fruit as thine. 


Methinks the beft produce the beft climate yields, 
When rival’d with thine, are the thrafh of the fields: 
©! Vdgive’em up all, were | bleft with the power, 
To tafte this rich fruit, and inbofom this flower. 


Z. 





LETTER from a young StupDENT to two LADIEs 
who liv’d oppofite. 


Fear it has not ’fcap’d difcerning, 
J am not half the man of learning, 
Mytelf I lately boafted ; 
Not that to books I’m !efs attach’d, 
Or that my wit is over-match’d, 


“Or folly over-roafted 
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On planets now I ceafe to pore, 
Philofophy has charms no more, 
Fie upon yonder meadow ; 
I mind not Jove’s nor Venus’ ftations, 
Struck with more beauteous conftellations 
Of Dertra and LucinpDa. 


I know not as the globes I roll, 
‘The fouthern from the northern pole, 
What courfe each Bear is urging ; 
And in the zodiac’s circling line 
Remember not a‘fingle fign, 
Except the Twins and VirGINn. 


Hang up philofophy, I fay, 
With Romeo in the lover’s play, 

( Th’ expreffion hits my fancy) 
Unlefs philofophy can make 
(°Gainft which I fet my all at ftake) 

A BErsey or a NANCY. 





VERSES upon Dr. BEN TLEY’s new Edi- 
tion of his: Sermons againft Atheifm, preached at 
Mr. Boyue’s Leétures, publifhed at the Time the 
Dr. likewife was correcting Manitrus’s Aftrono- 
mical- Poems for the Prefs. 


HEN Ifrael’s leader to the promis’d land, 
Reveal’d God’s will, and open’d his command ; 
The Hebrew race the facred rule obey’d, 
‘Fo God alone they facrific’d and pray’d ; 
Oo2 But, 
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But, when the law no longer was retain’d, 

And but one copy to twelve tribes remain’d, 
Vice rear’d her head, idolatry return’d, 

And incence to a thoufand daemons burn’d ; 
‘Till good Jostan, from the temple drew 
‘The fcarce record, and publifh’d it anew. 

By that, th’ ungrateful Jews again were taught, 
Who their forefathers out of bandage brought, 
And who their many glorious battles fought. 


At the recital fmit, the nation mourn’d 
Its daring guilt, and zeal rekindled, burn’d ; 
"That neta warmth ure’d their juft rage to fall 
On the carv’d idols, and the priefts of Baal. 
‘The curs’d feducers at their {hrines expire, 
The victims they, and their own gods the fire. 


When BENTLEY thus, explain’d the world’s defign, 

And forming nature prov'd a hand DIVINE; 
As final caufes the great agent fhow’d 

A virtuous life from the iid flow’d. 
Gjoc’s being in his attributes furvey’d, 
Klis power was dreaded, and his will obey’d. 
ae as thefe oracles (deferving well 
Of ftone a table, and a pen of ftecl) 
On paper’s filmy fheets recorded lay, 
A thoufand accidents, with wanton play, 
Like tempefts, puff’d the fcatter’d leaves away. 
Or poring youths wore out the letter’d ttamps, 
Blurr’d with their ink, and footed with their lamps ; 
ri nice Jibrarians fhew’d the volumes hig gh, 

And private value robb’d the public eye: 

“hus Conqu’rors arms, return’d in triumph home, 
rar above reach, ruft in the vaulted dome. 


ah | . - 2 « 7 
Hnis werznt removd, no longer crufh’d and bent, 
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New heads from vice, that wounded Hydra, fprung, 
And filenc’d herefy refum’d a tongue. 

Atheifts to form their rallicd troops began, 

Biunts in the rear, and TOLanps in the van. 
Some banners worlds by atoms fram/’d difplay, 

Bent in their fall by nothing in their way. 

Some infants fpringing, to mankind’s difgrace, 

From vegetable wombs, a mufhroom race. 

Grofs matter makes itfelf, and then the whole, 

But foar’d to thought, and. boulted into foul. 








All beauteous order wrangle to tranflate, 
From Providence to chance, or rigid fate, 
The jarring noife, born by the wings of fame, 
“a Spread to the peaceful banks of filver Cam. 
| There BENTLEY fat wituin his trophy’s fhade, 
With-fpoils of deifts and free-thinkers made, 
Guarding his learned charge, and pleas’d to view 
Afpiring youths his glorious tract purfue ; 
To fee new BARROWS, and young Newrons rife, 
| Fathom th’ abyfs, and pierce the boundlefs fkies. 
| Icarian flight! yet fafe whilft they obey | 
| For BENTLEY wax’d their wings, and mark’d their way. 





But, whilft the factious chiefs, with warm i 
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But, by loud clamours rous’d, to arms he ftarts, © 
And leaves th’unfinifh’d plans of future arts. 
Heaven is affail’d, to urge th’ affailants fate, 
The birth of unknown fciences muft wait. 
Ye ftars, fays he, and thou Manitius’ fun, 
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Stand {till and view God’s enemies undone, 
Whilft 1 compleat the conquefts I begun. 
Then, from his ftores, the danger to fupprefs, 
te draws try’d weapons, wonted to fucce'ls, 
Their fpiendor with new furbifhing repairs, 
And gives a keener edge with fecond cares. 


Stitt... 
Een a gS aw i het 


tediet omdesiet 2 Lana’ 


sin ® 





Thus- 


laa, Seg eS hs wee eae 














286 The S&. JAMES’s MAGAZINE, 


Thus twice ALCIDEs’ arms were brought to Troy, 
Firft to fubdue, and after to deftroy. 


By fancy, deities of play and trade, 

His nervous reafons diffipate to fhade : 

Prove chance deriv’d from an unheeded caufe, 
And winning hits produc’d by motion’s laws. 
How new refiftance, and a vary’d blow, 

Change the die’s fpotted face, and fhift the throw. 
‘Then he rich nature’s volume open lays, 

And God in ev’ry fhining leaf difplays. 

te ftoops and makes the earth its- matter own ; 

He foars, and draws confeffions from the fun. 

By him light atoms’ verging dance deftroy’d ; 
‘They fall, without cohefion, through the void. 
The atheifts fyftems to a chaos hurl’d, 

Heav’n they difown, and he diflolves their world. 
‘POLAND, aghaft, at the vaft ruin quakes, 
TInDAL looks pale, and harden’d Coxuins fhakes, 


Fortune and luck, two fifter-nothings, made, 


Thus when, inflam’d with wine, the lawlefs guefts 
Difturb’d, with arms, Pirithous’ nuptial feafts, 

No foft perfuafions could their heats aflwage, 
Nor a light miffive war correct their rage, 
Till Danae’s fon, on the tumultuous field, 
Unbar’d the ghaftly horror of his fhield ; 
Strait, with the numbing view, the Hero froze 
The impious hoft, and petrify’d his foes. 


E. VERNON, jun. A.B. 


Trin. Cot, Canras. ALUMN, 
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MASON’s ELEGIES. 


DopsLey. Price rs. 


HE critics have been very laborious in fettling 

the boundaries of paftoral writing ; and in the 
delicacy of their judgment, have ftruck many compo- 
fitions both of ‘IT HEOCRITUs and VIRGIL out of the 
lift, of which it may be faid, as Pope hand/omely fays 
of his own, if they are not paftorals, they are fome- 
thing better. It were to be wiihed that they had 
ufed “alfo the fame judicial feverity, in afcertaining the 
nature of Elegy; though by that means, many a 
putter together of long and fhort verfe in Latin, and 
many an alternate rhymift in Englifh, had been ata 
lofs to know what fpecies of poetry he writin. The 
poems of Tyrtaus are, it is true, called Elegies, 
but with much the fame propriety, as if we were to 
call the pifcatory eclogues of SANNAZARIUS, Pafto- 
rals; they walk, indeed, in the meafure of elegy, but 
breathe all the fpirit of the ode. ' 
The elegiac mufe feems to be the natural companion 
of diftrefs, and the immediate feelings of the heart, 
the object of all her expreffion. Hence fhe is generally 
called’ in to the affiftance of defpairing lovers, who, 
having received their death’s wound from their mif- 
trefs’s eyes, beathe out their amorous ditties, and, like 
the dying fwan, expirein harmony. What the elegies 
of CaL“IMACcHus were, the learned can only con- 
jeture ; but they muft have been better than thofe 
of his profeffed imitator PROPERTIUS, or antiquity 
had never been fo lavifh in their commendation. In 
PROPERTIUS, we fee the verfifying fcholar, who 
perhaps never loved any woman at all: In Ovin, 
the poet, and the man of gallantry, who would in- 
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trigue with every woman he met; while the elegant 
TisuLLus, one of love’s devoted flaves, as he always 
{peaks from his own heart, makes a forcible impreffion 
upon ours. 

The hopes, fears, and anxicties, with all the tumults 
of paffion which diftract the lover’s breaft, will not 
give him time to think of the mode of expreflion, or 
to fetch his allufions from books; Nature is contented 
to deliver herfelf with perfpicuity, and where the fen- 
fentiment is natural, the phrafe cannot be too fimple. 
Upon no fubject whatever have fo many prettineffes 
and abfurd conccits been invented as Love; yet, furely 
where the head has been fo painfully laborious, we may 
fafely pronounce the heart to have been perfe€tly at eafe. 
Love is not ingenious ; though the affected Italians, and 
ridiculous French poets of the laft century, not to men- 
tion our own CowLEy, have brought their judgment 
in queftion, by an exuberant difplay of falfe wit. Thé 
plaintive mufe is generally reprefented to us, as 


«© Paffis Elegeia capillis,” 


<* as one that difcards all fhew, and appears in difhevell’d 
<¢ locks” ; but the politer moderns are for putting her hair 
into papers; and whether the complaint turns upon the 
death of a friend, or the lofs of a miftrefs, the paffion 
muft ftand ftill, tll the expreffion is got ready to intro- 
duce it. When we are truly affected, we have no 
leifure to think of art: ‘* * Simplex & ingenua eft 
‘s wroris vox ; flebilis, intermiffa, fra€ta, concifa oratio.” 
‘Then our language is unadorned, and unembarrafled 
with epithets, and perhaps, in that book, in which 
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there are more inftances of true and fublime fimplicity, 
than all the ancients together, there are lefs epithets to 


be met with than in any authors whatever: AndI cannot 
help thinking the ill fucceis many poets have met with 
in parapbrafing thofe divine writers, has been principally 
owing to their weakning the fublimity of the poetry, by 
idle defcription, and clogging up the fimplicity of the 
fentiment, with the affected frippery of epithetical 
ornament, | 
Elegy, it muft be confefled, has often extended het 
province, and the moral contemplations of the poet 
have fometimes worn her melancholy garb. As in the 
celebrated poem of Mr. Gray, written ina church- 
yard. For though fhe is generally the felhfh mourner 
of domeftic difireis, whether it be upon the lofs of a 
friend, or difappointments in love ; fhe fometimes en- 


larees her reflections upon tniverfal calamities, and 
- p 9 


vith a becoming dignity, as inthe infpired writers, pa- 

thetically weeps over the fall of nations. The moft 
complete fpecimen of the elegy, which the heathea 
writers have left us, is to be found in EuRIPIcLEs, 
and the claffical reader will not be difpleafed with the 
extract. He will here perceive a fimplicity of fenti- 
ment and expreflion, rarely to be met with among the 
moderns. 


Tt aomerve Tiers 8 YUUOV5 UNA Thy aT Ay 
Heyayet evrvaray ess Darang EAsvay, 

Ag eviny 92 Teac, Ougs X, wes Dysarwrov 
Eins oO KbAsovceus EAAxo0¢ wus Lease 

Kas Tov euoy mereug wacky Exroga. Tov Weer Tbyn 
EsAnege dPerviny ais AAAS Qeridss, 

Avra & ex Sarcecy AYOAay ET Six Saracens 
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IIc o¢ Tm cy aruda s ELS METIS TEDL YELzE Carson 


Tanonas wg meresva Toanccocm Meas. 


Eurip. ANDROM. 


In fhort, whatever the fubjed is, the language of this 
fpecies of poctry fhould be fimple and unaffected, the 
thoughts natural and pathetic, and the numbers flow- 
ing and harmonious. The reader that fhall examine 
the elegies of Mr. Mason, in cxpectation of meeting 
thefe requ fites, will be difappcinted ; he will be fome- 
times pleafed indeed; but feldom fatisfied. For, in 
thefe moral cflays, or epiftles, or any thing but elegies, 
the fentiments, which are but thinly featter’d, thouch 
they elitter with the glare of expreffion, and Amble 
Aiong by the Ariful Zid of Ailiteration : 


«s Play round the head, but come not near the heart.” 


Yet, even though we can fee the labour the poet has 
been at, in culling his words, and pairing his epithet 
with his fubftantive, bis fuccefs has not been always 
equal to his labours. ‘There is, indeed, too apparently 
in thefe poems, the curtofitus verborum; but not always 
the curi fa felicitas. 

In the arft elegy, which is written to a young no- 
bleman, our poet enveighs againft Mr. Dry DEN, for 


proftituung his pen to the ingiorious purpofes of in- 
tereift. 


If Pope through friendfhip fail’d, indignant view, 
Yet pity DRYDEN ; hark, whene’er he fings 
How adulation drops her. courtly dew 
On titled rbyin ers and ineloric us kin ZS 5 
See from the depths of his exhauftlefs mine, 
His glittering flores the tuneful fpendtbrift throws 
Where fear or intereft bide, behold they fhine ; 
Now grace a CROMWELL’s, now a CHARLES’ 
brows. 


Air. 
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Mr. Drypen wasa fcholar of TrRinity-CoOLLEGeE, 
CAMBRIDGE, where, as it generally fares with poetical 
merit in that unkind foil, he was admired and ne- 
gleted. But perhaps it will appear, that he was not 
either of 


“© too generous, or too mean a heart,” 


when we confider, that the univerfities, which are ever 
grateful, and who pay their compliments to their pro- 
tectors, whether CHARLES’s or CROMWELL’s, might 
have impofed that as an exercite for his genius, which 
might be entirely foreign from his heart. Certainly 
the proftitution of panegyric cannot be imputed to 
Mr. Drypen alone. SpRAT and Watcter both 
wrote poems on the death of the PROTECTOR, as 
CoLLEGE exercifes ; and it is to be feared, the uni- 
verfity of GorrinGen, which complimented the 
Duke pe RicHeEttIevu when he over-ran HANOVER, 
is not without a precedent for her temporizing. 

’Tis not the defien of this work to {well the account 
with large extracts, the reader therefore will be con- 
tented with the following, from the fecond elegy, 
where, {peaking of the place where he firft contracted 
his friendfhip, the poet proceeds thus, 


*T was there we met ; the Mufes haii’d the hour ; 
The fame defires, the fame ingenuous arts 

Infpir’'d us both ; we own’d and bleft the power 
That join’d at once our ftudies, and our hearts. 

O fince thofe days, when fcience fpread the feaft, 
When emulative youth its relifh lent, 

Say, has one genuine joy e’er wargn’d my breaft ? 
Enough, if joy was his, be mine content, 

To thirft for praife his temperate youth forbore ; 
He fondly wifh’d not for a poet’s name ; 

Much did he love the mufe, but quiet more, 
And, tho’ he might command, he flighted fame. 
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Hisher, in manhood’s prime, he wifely fled 
From all that folly, all that pride approves ; 
To this foft fcene a tender partner led ; 
This laurel fhade was witnefs to their loves. 
“¢ Begone,” he cry’d, ** Ambition’s air-drawn plan 5 
‘© Hence with perplexing pomp, unwieldy wealth : 
“¢ Let me not feem, but be the happy man, 
“© Pofleft of love, of competence, and health.” 
Smiling he fp2ke, nor did the fates withftand; 
In fate arts the peaceful moments flew: 
Say, lovely Lawn ! that felt his forming hand, 
~ How foon thy furface fhone with verdure new, 
How foon obedient FLora brought her ftore, 

- And o’er thy breaft a fhower of fragrance flung : 
VERTUMNUS came; his earlieft blooms he bore, 
And thy rich fides with waving purple hung : 

Then to the fight, he call’d yon ftately fpire, 
He piere’d th’ oppofing oak’s luxuriant fhade ; 
Bad yonder crowding hawthorns low retire, 
Nor veil the glories of the golden mead. 
Fail, fylvan wonders, hail; and hail the hand, 
Whofe native tafte thy native charms difplay d, 
And taucht one little acre to command 
Each envied happinefs of fcene, and fhade. 


I cannot take leave of this fubje&, without in- 
dulging myfelf in one remark, which may perhaps be 
of ufe to thofe poets who have never read, and are de- 
termined to write. The elegy, ever fince Mr. GRAaAyY’s 
excellent one on the church-yard, has been in alter- 
nate rhime, which is by many ridiculoufly imagin’d to 
be a new meafure a adanted to plaintive fubjects, in- 
troduced by that ingenious author, whereas it is heroic 
yerfe, and to be et with in Drypen’s Annus Mira- 
bilis; and all through the long and tedious poem of 
DaAVENANT’s Gondibert. The couplet is equally 
proper for this kind of poetry, as the alternate rhime ; 

and 
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and tho? Gray and HAMmMoNbp have excelled inthe 
laft, Pope’s elegy on the death of an unfortunate young 
lady, will prove thofe numbers equally expreffive and 
harmonious ; nor fhould I doubt to place our Englifh 
ballad, fuch as have been written by Rowe, Gay, 
and the natural, eafy SHENSTONE, in the rank of 
clegy ; as they partake more of the fimple pathetic, and 
difplay the real feelings of the heart, with lefs parade, 
than thofg affected compofitions of clafical labour. 


The reader has feen above an original elegy, from 
one of the antients, which we fhall be glad if any of 
our correfpondents will put into Englifh ; and we will, 
_in the mean time, prefent him with one truly modern, 
which the learned are very welcome to turn into Greek. 


An ELEGY on a TALLOW CANDLE 


PEniive I lay, e’en from the dead of night, 

Until the fun his daily courfe began, 
Reflecting on the candle’s wafting light, 
And moraliz’d the fate of mortal man. 


White and unfully’d was that cotton wick, 
When from the chandler firft to me it came; 
Behold how black! the greafy drops how thick § 
Such colour takes it from imparted flame. 


Such is the youth, of manners ftri&t and pure, 
Till led by vice he quits his reafon’s guide ; 
By flatt’ry drawn, he ftoops to vice’s lure, 
And from the paths of reafon wanders wide. 


His 
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His paffions melt, his manly vigour faints, 
Nor mourns he ought his former vigour gone, 
For foul fociety his former morals taints, 
And mother Doug/as marks him for her own, 


The fool who fells his freedom for a fmile, 
Or for a ribband barters peace of mind, 
Like wafting wicks juft glimmers for a while, 
Then dies in {moke, and leaves a ftink behind. 


The many perils that ambition wait, 
When foaring high, we {till the lower fall, 
Are but the SNUFFERS of expiring light, 
And death’s the grand EXTINGUISHER of all, 





The H I P. 
HORACE, Epift. viii. Book i. 


O mufe, falute my friend with health and joy; 
And, if he afk how I my hours employ ; 
Tell him I talk at large: fometimes | fay, 
Stalking in bufkin’d pride, Ill write a play: 
A play! that’s common; nay, 1’)) higher fly ; 
Homer wrote Epic ftrains, and why not 1? 
Strait fhifts the wind ; fome moft unlucky blaft 
Chills my poetic vein ; away I caft 
The papers ; all my huge defigns are done, 
Ending in nothing, where they were begun. 
Hence with thefe books! they’re pedantry and pain ; 
Their wit is naufeous, and their learning vain. 
Fven life itfelf’s infipid, like a feaft 
OF homely cheer to fome new- pamper’d gueft. 
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At once I’m fick; I’m well; I’m this, I’m that; 
I’m mad; 1’m crofs; I am I know not what. 

T rave at fortune ; call her falfe, unkind; 

And vow “tis jult that poets paint her blind. 
Not that my vineyards or my orchards fail, 
Blown down by winds, or batter’d by the hail. 
Not that my herds by plague or murrain die; 
Thefe cares belong to wealthier friends than I. 
Nor that my riches or my ftores decreafe ; 

Nor yet my ftrength :—my mind is my difeafe. 
Would any comfort me? | hate their love. 
Would any give advice? I ne’er approve. 
Friends are officious: doétors are the devil ; 

For their own invreft phy/cally civil. 

With open eyes I run to meet a foe, 

And {wear it is my itars will have it fo. 

In town I cry, Ob! when thall 1 get down 

To country eafe? In country, when to town? 
Wrapt up in indolence, ’tis juft the fame ; 

Or blufPring in the bufy world of fame. 

This to my friend :—He’jl fay ’tis fpleen, that’s all: 
Bid him beware ; ’tis epidemical : 

But, if he’s rude, and tells me I’m an afs; 
The H1P, dear fir, is many a good man’s cafe. 
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